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sandwiches which made me ill. These sandwiches
remained for long in my memory as something brown
and crusted and sinister. It was dark when we arrived
at the Gare de PEst.

My aunt came to meet us and stood there on the
platform, detached (she was always detached), slim
(she was always slim) and stately. She wore a black
seal-skin bonnet with a seal-skin gorget tight around
her throat. Behind her waited two footmen in fawn-
coloured greatcoats which reached almost to the
ankles; imparting thereby a tubular appearance to
the footmen, as if they had been Mr., or indeed Mrs.,
Noah, My aunt, my mother and myself were con-
ducted towards the brougham. It was the second
footman who, with the aid of the chancery servant,
occupied himself with the luggage, with my mother's
maid, and with Miss PlimsolL For them a covered
brake had been provided; it was known as the
'fourgon \ Miss Plimsoll, when she eventually re-
joined me at the Embassy, displayed all the familiar
symptoms of recently imparted humiliation; she had
not relished her relegation to thefo&rgon; she referred
to it slightingly as * that black hearse'.

The brougham, as all broughams, smelt faintly of
camphorated cloth; the feet of the horses clopped
loudly on the paving stones and the rubber tyres of
the carriage echoed their rhythm with muffled bumps.
I was myself listening for the c Bourn und Krach * of
the first shell. I tugged at my mother's sleeve.
* Mummy/ I pleaded in a hot whisper, ' shall we see
the bridges and the river ? * My mother hesitated.
She knew (she always knew) that this was not a whim
on my part but was connected in some manner with